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last vanished in defeat. After a few years, feeble at
first and hidden behind strange rites, soon growing
more active and determined, secret peasant
organisations sprang up again.

" Fan Tsing fti Ming (Downfall of the Tsing, Re-
instating of the Ming)," the pale lips of ragged
shadows whispered, assembling at midnight. Defeat
had made the people romantic; they hankered after
the past, they wanted to expel the hated foreign
Manchu Dynasty in order to recall the indigenous
Ming whom the Manchu more than two hundred
years ago had defeated.

The hatred of the Manchu, the hatred against
everything foreign, against the inexplicable floods,
draughts, poor harvests, against the only too easily
explainable taxes, corrupt and blackmailing officials,
ran through the land; like crackling under-ground
fires, spread from the now extinguished flame of the
Taiping Revolution, the unconnected, dispersed, secret
peasant organisations whispered and mumbled their
slogans from village to village.

In one of these villages, in Tsui-heng, Hiang-shan
District, Kwantung Province, there lived a poor farmer
who sacrificed to the village idols as everybody else.
Yet he was a Christian and he had been a follower
of the Taiping. A few years after the last Taip-
ing had been shot, strangled, hanged or executed by
the sword, the wife of this farmer gave birth to a son
who was named Sun Yat Sen,